THE  SPANISH WAR
we had swerved into the ditch were visible, and on our
car the place where the man hit It could also be seen
The local doctor, who was on the road, vouched for the
fact that our lights were on and that we had hooted, and
the whole case was over. We went back to the village hall,
where the sergeant said, "It was not your fault., the poor
man killed himself." The village priest was sent for to
draw up an account of what had taken place, which was
couched in perfectly fair language, and once we had signed
it we were at liberty to proceed.
This incident heightened my existing admiration for
the Spanish Civil Guard, who are a loyal and well-
disciplined body of men. The accident did not tend to
relieve the intense strain of fatigue I felt owing to my long
and fast car journeys, and this became worse a month later
when, approaching Valladohd in rainy weather, we were
unable to keep to the road at a curve and went for a
quadruple toss in a ploughed field. Fortunately, the car
was modern, with a reinforced steel body, and though it
slid on its roof, turning over twice longways before it
turned over twice sideways, it stood up to the strain. The
car was wrecked, but I had only cuts and bruises and a
strained back. It might have been much worse. Peasants
dragged the car back to the road, and when the battered
wings were pulled up from their contact with the wheels,
and when the doors were tied in position with string, we
found that the engine still ticked over and that we could
drive into Valladohd. Antoine was not hurt, and while
I spent thirty-six hours in bed with a touch of fever, he
had local fitters set to work, and I used the same damaged
car for a whole month during the operations for the relief
of the Alcazar at Toledo What had done most damage
to me was the fact that in the luggage container at the
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